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Soldier Islana 
lady Constance i. 


true to her style. 


Dearest lawrence, 
It's been years since I heard anything 

from you. You must come to Soldier Island. 

We have so much to talk about. Besides, it is 
the most enchanting place, where you can be 
in communion with nature, bask in the sunshine 

and have a good time recalling the good old days. 
I suggest vou take the 12.40 train from 
Paddington next weekend. I'll send someone 
to pick you up from Oakbridge, 


Yours always, 
Constance Culmington 


We'll be reaching 
Oakbridge in half 
an hour, Miss. 


A secretary's job... 
Beyond your hopes, old girl! 
Especially at a place by the 
sea in the peak of summer... 

I wonder what she looks like, 
this Nancy Owen? And the 
exotic Soldier Island! 


This chap looks 
like he’s travelled 
the world... 


She's quite attractive — a bit 
schoolmistressy perhaps? I'd love 
to take her on! 
What am I doing? I must keep 
my mind on the job at hand. 
It's quite surprising — being 
offered money to spend a 
week on an island... Who cares? 
I fancy I'm going to enjoy 
Soldier Island! 


Oh! Tt sounds 
romantic, 
doesn't it, 
Nero? 


Yes, on Soldier Island, 
to be precise. An 
acquaintance of mine 
owns a luxury guest 
house there... 


These trains are so hot! M Relax! It's not far now. 
I feel like we've been Are you having a holiday 
travelling for hours... in Sticklehaven, Miss? 
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Hurry up, my good man! E 


[|] I don’t want to miss the 
L- M connection for Oakbridge! 
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DOCTOR ARMSTRONG 
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Good grief! This young fool 


will have me of f the road! At last/ I hate slowcoaches 


blocking the road... 


Here you are, Mr Davis. You're going to 
Soldier Island, aren't you? 

Yes! That stinking piece 

of rock, teeming with gulls! 

I was a small boy when I last 
came here. This time, I've 
been invited with seven 

other people... Interesting, 

isn't it? Now, let's go! 
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So, Miss Claythorne, 
you've been hired as 
a secretary by Mr and 
Mrs Owen... 


I've been to 
Cornwall and to 
Torquay, but this is my 
first visit to this island. 
A piece of luck, I'd sav. 
Back home in London, 
the summer is as 
unpleasant as ever. 


I think I've seen him before. 
He's General MacArthur, one of b 
the heroes of the Great War, 
if Im not mistaken! 


lj 


Did you see that spinster in 
the other taxi? She looks every 
bit the old nanny of our host! 


And that distinguished old 
gentleman with a moustache? 
He must be from the army... 


ata 


I'm glad. I easily get seasick! 
the eS 


Ladies and gentlemen... 
Soldier Island! 


e 
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Welcome, ladies and gentlemen! Your hosts, Mr and Mrs Owen, have been 
I'n Rogers, and this is my wife. unavoidably delayed, but they will be here 
tomorrow. If you would like to go to your ff 
= rooms, dinner will be at eight o'clock. 
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No, Miss, I don’t know 
anything. I haven't seen 
Mrs Owen — not vet. 
We only came here two 
days ago. 


I'm fine, thank you. 
I'm Mrs Owen's new 
secretary. I expect 
you know that? 


[] 


What a strange || 


woman... 


How many 
staff are 
there here? 


Just me and my 
husband, Miss. If you 
want anything, just 
ring the bell... 


Ten little soldier boys went out to dine; One choked his little self and then there were Nine. 
Nine little soldier boys sat up very late; One overslept himself and then there were Eight. 
Eight little soldier boys travelling in Devon; One said he'd stay there and then there were Seven. 
Seven little soldier boys chopping up sticks; One chopped himself in halves and then there were Six. 
Six little soldier boys playing with a hive; A bumble-bee stung one and then there were Five. 

Five little soldier boys going in for law; One got in chancery and then there were Four. 

Four little soldier boys going out to sea; A red herring swallowed one and then there were Three. 
Three little soldier boys walking in the zoo; A big bear hugged one and then there were Two. 

Two little soldier boys sitting in the sun; One got frizzled up and then there was One. 

One little soldier boy left all alone; He went and hanged himself.. 

And then there were None. 


These little statues are a 
bit peculiar, aren't they? 


How funny. They're the ten 
little soldier boys of the 
nursery rhyme that's hanging 
in my room! 


zems we all Has it struck anybody? We're ten people in this T 


house and there are ten little soldiers here! 


amusing, isn't it? 
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October 1928. 
on 14 March 
1925 you 
caused the 
death of Louisa 
Mary Clees. 


MacArthur, on 
4 January 1917 
you deliber- 
ately sent 
your wife's 
lover, Arthur 
Richmond, to 
his death. 


Prisoners at 
the bar, have you 
anything to say in 

your defence? 


AT a 
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You are William Henry 
charged with Blore, you 
the following brought about B 

crimes: the death of 

Edward James Stephen 

George Landor on 10 

Armstrong, TAN 


Lieutenant 
-] Philip Lombard, 
in February 
1952 you 
] brought about 
the death of 
twenty-one 
men belonging 
to an African 


Vera Elizabeth 
Claythorne, 
on 11 August 

1935 you killed 
Cyril Ogilvie 

Hamilton. 


Thomas and 
Ethel Rogers, 
on 6 May 
1929 you let 
Jennifer 
Brady die. 


Marston, on 
14 November 
last, you killed 
John and Lucy 

Coombes. 


Ladies and 
gentlemen! 
Silence, 
please! 
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Anthony James | 


Wargrave, on 
10 June 1950 
you led 
Edward Seton 
to his death. 


Emily Caroline 
Brent, on 5 
November 

1951 you were 
responsible 

for the death 
of Beatrice 

Taylor. 


She's just : Who was that speaking? Ww vance That voice! It sounded as 
J What's he d 
he'll be OK Where was are arise though it were in here 


What kind of tas : 
joke was that? with us. Unless... 


Look! A 
gramophone! It seems someone 
=a : t. was just playing a 


practical joke! 


Well, that remains 
to be seen... 


How could anybodv...? 
They were wicked, 
filthy lies... 


Who put that record Is there a title on 


I did, sir. On the orders of Mr Owen. 
I thought it was just a piece of 
music. Had I known what it was... 


on the gramophone? the record? 


The whole thing is ; We must find that out. 

preposterous! This Ee First, take your wife to 

fellow Owen, eee her room, Rogers. She 
whoever he is... needs rest.. 


I'll give you a hand. And get fJ I don’t know about you, 
her a brandy, it'll buck her up. but I reckon we could 
all do with a drink! 


That voice spoke to us all by name. But it also spoke Cat's out of the bag, it seems! I'd Mr Owen Now, Rogers, we 
of a William Henry Blore. None of us is called Blore. better admit that my name isn't seems to must get to the 
But Davis's name wasn't mentioned. What have you Davis. I'm William Blore. Davis was be a real bottom of this. Who 
to say about that, Mr Davis? a false name Mr Owen had asked trickster! is this Mr Owen? 
me to adopt. He hired me to join 
the party and keep a watch on 
his wife's jewellery! 


Hmm... Typed on the Ritz That's weird! I You're right, Miss Claythorne. 
I can't say, sir. I've never seen him. Hotel letterhead... signed thought it was Una We've been invited here by a 
My wife and I were recruited through Ulick Norman Owen! Nancy Owen...! madman who calls himself 
an agency. We got this letter with U. N. Owen — UNKNOWN! 
instructions on how to prepare the An anonymous lunatic! 
house before your arrival... 


A pack of It's wicked 
damned and malicious!) 
lies! 


's proceed to the next part of our inquiry. 

My invitation came from an old friend of mine, asking 
me to join her here on this island. I suppose you all 
received something similar, sent by friends, relatives, 
colleagues? One thing's for sure: our host knows 
quite a lot about us — which explains those 

?rrible accusations. 


I've been accused of sending Edward 
Seton to his death. At his trial, his 
lawvers had almost saved him, but 


As for me, I was nursery governess to a 
child — Cyril Hamilton. He was forbidden 
to swim out far. But one day, when my 


There's absolutely no truth in these accusations. 
Young Arthur Richmond was one of my officers. 


Imanaged to convince the jury that 
he was a murderer, and Seton was 
duly sentenced to hang. I just did 

my duty, nothing more... 


About those natives — I'm afraid 
the story is true! We were lost in 
the bush. I took the food and 
cleared out. I had to! It was either 
them or me. I know it wasn't a 
very noble thing to do, but it 
was self- preservation. Yes, I 
left them to die. 


I was the police 
officer in charge 
of a bank robbery 

case. Landor had 

killed the night 
watchman and my 
statement led to his 
conviction. He died 
in prison. I was only 
doing my duty! 


you know. 


to me. I don't 
even remember 
anybody called 
Clees. Probably a 
patient who died. 
Not all surgery 
is successful, 


attention was distracted, he slipped 
away. I swam after him but couldn't 
get there in time. He drowned. But it 
wasn't my fault. I was exonerated — 
even his mother didn't blame me. 
This accusation is so unfair! 


Lucy Coombes must be the kids 


I ran over near Cambridge. It was 


beastly bad luck! Cars nowadays 
are designed for speed, but 
English roads are hopeless. It was 
just an accident! 


Ive always 
f followed my 
a conscience 
I've got 
nothing 
to blame 
myself for! 


Amazing! 
Except for me, 
everybody seems 
to be a law- 
abiding citizen! 


Thad sent him on a reconnaissance mission, and 
he was killed in combat. It's a natural course of 
events in wartime. What I resent is the slur 
about my wife — his lover indeed! 
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And she left you a 
tidy sum of money 
in recognition of 


We were working for Miss 
Brady. One night she was 
seriously ill. There was a 

storm and the telephone was 
out of order, so I went on 
foot to get the doctor. But 
he was too late. We tried 
our best to save her. 


Our inquiry ends 
there. Now Rogers, B 
who else is there on 

this island? 


I don't know why our 
insane host has gathered 
us all here. But I suggest 

we leave this place as 
soon as possible/ 


Nobody, sir. 
i Nobody at all. 


All right, then! We'll lea omorrow 
We can’t just run 


as soon as the boat arrives. 
away! We should solve 
the mystery before 
we go. It's like a 
ive story — 


I'm sort 
impossible, the 
boat on tt 

get our 

ship the 

morn 


dete 
positively thrilling! 


Instant death? The whisky and soda water both 
Must be cyanide! smell all right. Could he have put 
the poison in his glass himself? 


Who knows...? 


“Ten little soldier boys went out to dine; one choked his little self and then there were Nine.” 
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Why did you cheat on me with 
tha ain thur Richmond? I wasn't sorry 
is his de. a EE | fq Regiment was ca 


| el 
A one of the : bo OVS inthe 
calle dee nt... 


Mis a ythorne! I want to 
out to ‘the rock... 


Hugo... Why do I 
feel youre so near 
me tonight? 
A Somewhere close... 


You know I love you, Vera? But I can’t 
marry you... I'm penniless! It's not fair 
that Cyril is inheriting his father's fortune. 
He's a nice kid, but if my brother had left 
me the money, you and I could... well... 
that's life! 
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I feel drunk... I shouldn't be performing 
an operation in this state. It's no good, 


the poor woman's dead! No one need 
find out... 


No! It can't be! 


It's awfully hot in here. 
Not Emily Brent/ 


Why is the nurse staring at 
me? I wonder if she...? 
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It’s my wife, 
Doctor! I can’t 
wake her! 
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I thought it better to wait until you had all had your breakfast My God! How awful! Do you know what. 
before sharing the bad news — Mrs Rogers died in her Two deaths since we caused Mrs Rogers 
sleep last night... arrived here... death? 


Divine retribution... , It's impossible 
She and her husband to tell just by 
killed an old lady! 


A DZ 


She seemed to be very If she and her husband 
uneasy, as if something did kill their mistress, 
was weighing on her and Rogers, fearing 
conscience that his wife might 
start confessing... 
Do you get me? 


Still no sign of 
the boat! 


I reckon it's part of the plan — 
nobody's going to leave this 
island alive. Finally we'll get 

some peace. 


... there are only eight left! Two deaths — two soldier boys less... 
WN 
oy uA mr Dues vr em 
AA UA A AU 
dio ds cai Mi aiio ds, odio d, 


I didn't want to say 
anything in front of 
those gentlemen last 


Beatrice Taylor used to work for me. 
She wasn't decent — as I found out too 
late. The girl got herself pregnant! I 
night, but those dismissed her immediately, but then she 
accusations seemed J threw herself into the river! Nothing to 
very precise...... do with me — her sins had driven her to it! 


sh the boat could come and 
pick us up! 


. Why do you want me to spell it out? 
So, it must be true. I could have accepted It's clear — both have been murdered 
We all have a guilty past... Mrs Rogers’ death if it hadn’t S by someone who's got it into his head 
been for Marston. Two suicides to do justice! 

in twelve hours? Well... 


... and U. N. Owen, our 

Oh ves! The Rogers’ "crime", for example! “Unknown Soldier”, wants 
How do we know they didn’t let that old lady us “little soldiers” to pay 
die before going to fetch the doctor? for our crimes! for hi eus t h 

All the accusations made last night were based ie Jue ne MM 

on crimes committed within the limits of the to the other! 

law. None of the murders are the result of GE QUIET 
a direct act, but of circumstances created by 

the stupidity, cowardice, greed or jealousy 

of the perpetrators... 


A The man’s a maniac! But according 


to Rogers, we're alone here. 
If Owen is hiding somewhere waiting 


We needn't tell the others. z Yes. That’s why I deliberately 
The island's more or less a sent Richmond to his death. 
bare rock — we'll soon find S I suppose, in a way, it was murder 
him! And when we do... E ; But it didn’t seem like that then. 
23 Later, she died and I was all 
alone... I've always loved Devon, 
but I never thought I'd die here. 


The blessed relief when you 
no longer have to carry the 
burden... Poor dear Leslie... 


I don't know what 
you mean! 


Doctor, last night you gave 
Mrs Rogers something to make her 
sleep. You didn’t give her an overdose, 
did you? It’s possible, isn’t it, that 
you made a mistake? It wouldn't be 
your first, if that gramophone record 
is to be believed... 


Not yet... It's hopeless! 

No caves, nowhere to hide. 
The island is completely 
isolated — there's only the house. 
We appear to be alone here! 


Look here, Blore! We're all in the same boat and ' And what about you, Lombard? Why did you 
we should stick together. Before you start bring a revolver, if you're here as a tourist? 
making accusations, we could ask you about 

this witness thing! 


I was expecting trouble. You 


invited here like most of you. I 


money by aman called M 
keep an eye open... Of 
that the money was Mr 
cheese to get me 
the re 


Lunch will be served in a minute. But — 
has anyone seen the General? 


He was down by the sea. He may 
not have heard the gong. I'll go... 


General MacArthur... 
He's dead! 


"Eight little soldier boys travelling in Devon; one said he'd stay there and then there were Seven.” 


Miss... I... I just came 
to see... 


Yes, Mr Rogers, see for 
yourself — there are 
only seven left/ 


It wasn't heart failure. The General This morning, gentlemen, I watched you But Armstrong, Lombard and I searched the 


was hit on the back of the head with searching the island for the murderer, island from end to end... There's no one else here, 
a heavy object. It was murder! and you had doubtless come to the same I tell you. Nobody! 
conclusion as me — that there’s some 
self-proclaimed lover of justice on this 
island who's targeting us all: Mr Owen! 


Then it's perfectly clear. 
Mr Owen is one of us! 


Es" 


j Of the ten people who came to this island yesterday, It's unbelievable! 


three are definitely cleared: the three victims. But you must be right. 


Lombard's got a revolver. He didn't tell 
the truth last night. He admits it... 


I've explained that. Unfortunately, we're all 
in the same position. There is only our word 
to go upon. And I'm not the murderer! 


Me neither! I'm a reputed 
doctor and... 


I too am a well-known person. But that proves 
nothing! Doctors and judges have gone mad in 
the past... So have policemen! 


Why? Aren't women capable of homicidal mania? 
A woman could easily have committed these 
three murders ... 


At any rate, I hope you'll 
leave the women out of it. 


I think you've 


un —3—— 
gone mad! 


We are all strangers to one another, I'm not the murderer and I'm [acd bicho 
Miss, and, until we have proof, nobody is sure you'd never do such a ih 2 a dokn 
above suspicion. We were all present at the thing, Vera. But old Wargrave E 3 s SAS 
time of Marston's death and any of us could thinks he's judge and jury. uk we o Tow 
have killed Mrs Rogers and the General. Who do you suspect? 2 E a d A 
There's a monster amongst us! All we can do enerals oou" 
is try and establish contact with the mainland 
Until then, it’s our duty to suspect one 
another and to take no risks. There’s 
danger — everywhere! 


All the possibilities are plausible. 
It's enough to drive one crazy... 


M peri Even if we did manage to get a message By then, we'll all I hope not. Unlike the first 
to the coast, I don't think a boat would have been murdered three victims, we are 
be able to pick us up, not with this in our beds! forewarned and know what 
storm brewing... And knowing our luck, to expect. Moreover, I think 
it'll become a hurricane! I know who the culprit is. 
I need your help... 
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Excuse me, ladies and gentlemen, but 
does anyone know where the bathroom 
curtain's gone? 


I hardly need to tell you to lock 
your doors properly! 


It's disappeared, 
sir — a scarlet 


Now what's this waterproof curtain. 
nonsense, Rogers? 
And I can't find my ball 


of grey wool. 


And put a chair under the handle. 
There are ways of turning locks 
from the outside... 


Good grief, man, what does it 
matter? It's mad — but so is 
everything else. You can't kill 

anybody with a shower curtain 
or a ball of wool! Just forget 

about it and go to bed. It's 
been an exhausting day. 


Good night, gentlemen. May we 
all meet safely in the morning! 


And nobody's going to touch 
the little soldiers tonight... 


Er, where's Rogers? 
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"Seven little soldier boys chopping up sticks; one chopped 
himself in halves and then there were Six^ 


Oh my God — the rhyme! Do vou think they 

keep bees on this island? The next verse is 

"Six little soldier boys playing with a hive’... 
It's funny! Isn't it funny? 


Calm down! We already have 
enough problems! 


I'm sorry! 
Miss Brent 
and I will 
go, make 
breakfast ... 


Old Miss Brent seems as mad as a hatter 
She's got religious mania. She sits in her 
room reading the Bible all the time. 


That doesn't prove anything, Blore. But 
I see you've stopped suspecting me. 
I don't think you're imaginative enough 
to be our Mr Owen. Between 
ourselves, your evidence in the Landor 
case was false, wasn't it? You can tell 
me, we'll probably die tonight/ 


Yes, Landor was innocent, but his gang wanted 
to get rid of him and they blackmailed me into 
framing him. I had him locked up — but I didn’t 
know he'd die in prison! e 
av 
Shame. If you had known, you probably i) 
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-— wouldn't have been here today — ioo LES 
y N a sitting target! ? ^T ED i 
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Please, Miss Claythorne! Can I swim up All right, Cyril... you can go as 
ck? 9 Dc PAN ORE: E 
to the rock? Please? far as the rock if you want... 


Sorry... I was 


Vera! Those eggs 
miles away! 


are burning! 
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“Six little soldier boys playing with a hive; 
w still sepes = this ps a bumble-bee stung one One more proved innocenti 
old woman à e murderer. She and then there were Five" But too late! 
obviously drove her maidservant to ; 
suicide... She has a heart of stone! Ly) 4 
i There's the mark of a 
ar i T — syringe on her neck. 
She's still in the f f S : 1 
ee s , iv NN Miss Brent's been 
— see Let's ask j f = ) injected with poison... 
er to join us. » 
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Look ne ue keit — 1] Our "Unknown Soldier" Who brought Idid.Asa doctor, I always 
i 2 EOS likes his nursery rhyme. |] travel with one. 
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= He’s a playful beast! 
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f Here... What? a Thereare Five oF us in thisroom. I suggest that anything that No = ca to os 
It's gone! " One of us is a murderer! could be used as a weapon o defend myset* 
should be ein up. ee But you're a 
| | knives — and your revolver, big strong man. 
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Lombard. And there will be 
nothing to attack 
you with... 
Okav! It’s in 
my room... 


N 


syringe is... window — with 
another soldier... 


I don't know where the revolver Thrown out of 
is, but I bet I know where the 92.9 f ; E the dining room 


So now, for everybody's safety, we should stay 
together at all times. Or, at the most, only one 
person at a time may leave the group. 


Me first! I've got a migraine. 
I'm going to take a bath... 


“Can I swim up to the rock, 
Miss Claythorne?” 

“All right, Cyril... you can go as 

far as the rock, if you want...” 


Ican smell the 
sea! There's 
somebody in 

my room... 
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I got a fright! Someone's hung some 
seaweed in my room ... 


Where's the Judge? 


He's been shot — with the revolver Is that the red shower curtain? I'd like to know 
And the murderer has dressed And Miss Brent's wool? where the revolver 
him up! is now. 


No! It wasn’t my fault, 
Hugo! No/ 


Nobody? But I heard 
some sound ... 


Blore? What's Armstrong is not in 
going on? his room! 


Vera, go back to your room — and don’t open the 
door unless both Blore and I speak to you! Okay? 


I've got the revolver. Found it back in my 
drawer tonight. Now let's find Armstrong! 


He's not here — and there 
are only three little soldier 
boys left. It looks as 
though Armstrong has 
been killed too! 


Then where's 
his body? 


Thrown into 
the sea! 


Anyway, who returned your 
revolver? Or did you have 
it all the time? It doesn't 
make any sense! 


Stop behaving like idiots! 
Have you forgotten the 
rhyme? "A red herring" — 
that's the vital clue! 
Armstrong is still on the 
island. He took away the 
china soldier to make us 
think he's dead. His 
disappearance is just 
ared herring across 

the track... 


Now we're acting 


Don't you z 
like animals... 


You're right. At any rate, at least there’s no 
understand? 


zoo on the island, like in the next verse.. £« > Were the zoo! 


Not a bad idea. But we'll have to go back 
We'll stay here! for the night. And to eat — 
it's lunchtime! 


Still no ship! Let's not go back 
to the house. It feels safer out 
in the open! 


I don't want food. I can Me too. Couldn't Well, you stay here 
easily stay without eating face any more then. I need three 
for a few days. tinned food! meals a day. 


Go with him, Philip! I'll be all We had agreed not No, I don't Do you think No. Armstrong is 
right here. : to separate, but I'll need you. he's taking a risk, not armed. Anyway, 
accompany you, if Stay put! going on his own? Blore is twice as 
you want.. strong as him. 
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Don’t you get the That’s just nerves! Anyway, 
feeling we're being there's only one person we have 
watched all the time? to be afraid of: Blore. He’s more 
cunning than he looks. 


But I think you're on the 
wrong track accusing 
Blore. I still maintain 
it’s Armstrong... 


You eb Hast lad teow, Yes you did! And there Yes. There 
didn’t. you? was a man involved, was a man... 
n wasn't there? Hugo. 


Did you hear that? 
It sounded like a scream! 


31 


That settles it — Armstrong's 
hiding in the house! Let's go 
back to the beach. From there 
we'll be able to see him from 


What's that? Looks like 
somebody's clothes! 
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But who is it? 
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Don't move or I'll shoot! Now I know 
the truth! This is the end, do you 
understand? The end of the game. 


Come on. Hand over the gun! 


Give it back to me! 


33 


“Two little soldier boys sitting in the sun; one got frizzled up, and then there was One.” 


> " 
| | You're behind the times, 
* my little friends. 
Na Ry -< \ y 
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You can come with me, little one. We've 
won, my dear. We've won — he didn't get us! 
"One little soldier boy left all alone..." 
And how did it end...? Oh yes/ "He went 
and hanged himself... And then 
there were none" 
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r The whole story is eople dead and not Nevertheless, But somebody must have 
incredible, Inspector a living soul on the island... it’s happened, killed them. All of them died 
Maine! It doesn't make sense! Sir Thomas! in a violent manner... 


Disturbingly, we found a gramophone record accusing all 
of them — directly or indirectly — of murder. It seems their 
killer was a fanatic for justice. Nobody can trace U. N. Owen — 
he's the most puzzling mystery man in the history of crime! 


He's performed a first-class vanishing trick into thin air, 
but there must be an explanation... 


We've studied the case from all angles. According to the 
victims’ notes and personal diaries, the deaths took place in 
this order: Marston, Mrs Rogers, MacArthur, Mr Rogers, 
Miss Brent, Wargrave. After the Judge’s death, Vera 
Claythorne states in her diary that Armstrong left the house 
in the night and that Blore and Lombard had gone after him... 


poisonings, gunshots, 
fractured skulls, even 
a hanging... 


According to the various victims’ notes, U. N. Owen was 
never there on Soldier Island. Even if he had been, he 
couldn't have left without a boat. So the only explanation 
possible is that U. N. Owen was one of the ten! 


Taking all this into account, one solution seems plausible: Armstrong 

was drowned, you remember. I suppose you think he went mad after 

killing his nine companions and committed suicide by throwing himself 
into the sea? Or perhaps while trying to swim ashore...? 


But this solution fails on one ground. 
The forensic expert reached the island 
on the morning of 13th August. According 
to him, these people had been dead at 
least thirty-six hours and probably a 
good deal longer... 


On the morning of the 11th, Armstrong 
“disappeared”. Three people remained: 
Lombard, Blore and Vera Claythorne. 
Lombard was shot with a revolver. His body 
was down by the sea near Armstrong's. Vera 
was found hanging in her room and Blore was 
on the terrace, his head crushed by a marble 
clock, which supposedly fell on him from the 
window above. 


ior ~~ MENS (U "M 


But the chair wasn't found kicked over. 

It was neatly put back against the wall by 
someone else after Vera's death! That leaves 
us with Blore. But if you tell me that after 
shooting Lombard and inducing Vera to hang 
herself he pulled down that marble clock on 
himself, I won't believe you. Men like Blore 


don't commit suicide that way. 


He reckoned Armstrong had been 
in the water for eight to ten hours, which 
means he'd drowned on the night of 1Oth 
or 11th August, because the rising tide 
had washed up his body on the 11th at 
around 11 o'clock. That was the highest 
tide after the storm. 


Now, let's look at these cases separately. 
First Lombard. Let's suppose he pushed the 
clock on to Blore — then he doped Vera 
Claythorne and strung her up. Lastly, he went 
to the beach and shot himself with the 
revolver... But in that case, who took away 
the revolver from him? We found it on the 
landing outside Wargrave's room! 


Therefore, sir, there must've been 


boat got there... 
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someone else on the island. Someone 
who tidied up once his macabre job was 
over. But where was he all the time — 
and where did he go? The Sticklehaven 

people are certain that no one could 
have left the island before the rescue 


Armstrong can't have killed the other 
three before throwing himself into the 
sea because his body had been dragged 
above the high water mark! It was laid 
out stretched on the ground — all neat 
and tidy. So someone was alive on the 
island after Armstrong was dead! 


I can guess what you're going to 
say, sir. That Vera Claythorne shot 
Lombard, took the revolver back to 
the house, dropped the clock on to 
Blore and then hanged herself. We 
found marks of seaweed on one of 
the chairs in her room, similar to that 
on her shoes: which suggests that she 
stood on the chair to hang herself and 
kicked it away with her feet... 


So who killed them? 


Years later, the following handwritten 


document was found in the sea by the 


captain of the Emma Jane fishing trawler... 


I have always had an incurably romantic imagination. When 
reading adventure stories as a child, I was always thrilled 
by the idea of sealing important documents into a bottle 
and casting it into the sea to the mercy of the waves... 
That is why I'm adopting this course, in the chance that 
one day my written confession will explain the unsolvable 
mystery of the ten murders on Soldier Island. 


Right from my early youth, I realised that my nature was a mass of 
contradictions. I've always enjoyed seeing or causing death, but at 
the same time I've always felt strongly that justice should prevail. 


As a Judge, seeing an innocent person in the dock 
gave me no pleasure. I always made sure that people 
Isentenced to death were guilty. Such was the case 
with Edward Seton. He took advantage of an elderly 

lady and brutally murdered her. 


It was then that I hatched my plan to 
kill those who had got away with murder. 
A nursery rhyme which had fascinated 
me as a boy came back into my mind — 
“Ten Little Soldier Boys”. 


I set out on my quest for victims. I learnt from a 
nurse that Doctor Armstrong had killed a patient 
by operating under the influence of alcohol. 

A conversation between two retired army 
officers put me on General MacArthur's trail. 


Then I came to know about Philip Lombard's 
activities, as well as those of the Rogers, 
the episode involving Emily Brent and 
Marston's "accident". As for Blore, I was 
already aware of the Landor case. 


horne from a young man called Hugo H. 
his depth and drown. So I had nine 


Marston and Mrs Rogers were first to die. Cyanide in Marston's glass and in the brandy 
Then my Harley Street doctor that Rogers gave his wife. General MacArthur didn’t hear me come up behind him and 

diagnosed that I was unwell. Terminally. died painlessly. For my plan to work, I then needed an accomplice: Dr Armstrong... 
I immediately resolved not to submit to 
a slow and painful death but to go out in 

a blaze of excitement: I would be the 
tenth victim.../ I was able to buy Soldier 
Island, and in the name of the fictitious 
Mr Owen I concocted suitable bait and 

meticulously planned the order of the 

deaths of my guests... 


I revealed my strategy to trap the murderer. Armstrong was completely taken in. On the 
morning of 10th August, I killed Rogers while chopping firewood. During the confusion 
that it caused, I pinched Lombard's revolver from his room. After breakfast, it was easy 
for me to give a shot of cyanide to Miss Brent. Bringing a bumble-bee into the room 
may have seemed childish, but I enjoyed sticking to my nursery rhyme... 
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I had safely hidden away the revolver and had used up all the cyanide. I suggested 
to Armstrong that we should simulate my death, which I said would enable us to trap 
the murderer, and he liked the idea. A bit of red mud plastered on my forehead, the 

red curtain, my old wig and some low lighting were all we needed. Everything worked 
out beautifully... 


Doctor Armstrong played his role to perfection. I was carried to my room, after 
which everyone just forgot about me. It gave me the chance to put the revolver back 
in Lombard's room before they went to bed. I had agreed to meet Armstrong at the 
edge of the cliff at two in the morning. I gave him a quick push, and he lost his balance... 


Then came the moment I'd been waiting 
for — three frightened people left on 
the island... I watched them from the 


When I saw Blore coming alone, I dropped the 
windows of the house ... 


clock on him from the window sill. Then I saw 


power of the setting — would they 

Vera shoot Lombard. Immediately after that, be enough to drive her to suicide 
I arranged the noose in Vera's room and waited Ẹ I was right! 
for the results of my psychological experiment. 
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The tension, the guilt, the hypnotic 
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And now for the last stage. Once I finish writing Even while writing this If one of the ten people on the 
my story, I shall put these pages in a sealed bottle i confession, I hope that the island was not a murderer in any 
and throw it into the sea. Why? It was my ambition mystery of Soldier Island remains sense of the word, thenshis= 
to invent a murder mystery that no one could unsolved. But the police know P 
solve. But no artist can be satisfied with art alone. that Edward Seton was guilty and 
Every artist thirsts for recognition. 


innocent person must logically be 
the murderer who craved justice. 
may therefore figure it out. 


The manner of my own death will leave a mark on my forehead. The mark of Cain — 
the curse of a killer! 


I have little else to say. After enclosing my message in the bottle and 
consigning it to the waves, I shall go up and lie down on my bed. 


I shall wind the black elastic cord from my 
reading glasses around the door handle... 
E. t 


...and loosely tie the other end After pulling the 
to the revolver, which I shall hold trigger, my hand will 
in a handkerchief fall to my side... 
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They will find ten dead bodies and an unsolvable mystery on Soldier Island... 


